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BOTH TEA AND COFFEE—UTILITY OF COFFEE- 
HOUSES. 


Ir is recorded, that the Bishoprics of Bath and Wells happening to 


be both vacant at the same time, the King, desirous of giving one 





of them to a favourite Scotch clergyman, asked him which he would 
have: the Scotchman, preferring that of Bath, but providentially 
retaining his broad northern accent, answered with such a pronun- 
ciation of the word as sounded to the King’s ear like ‘ both.’ His 
Majesty, being tickled with the fancy, rejoined, ‘ Well, you shall 
have both.’ And from that time, it is said, the sees have been 
united, without producing any complaint from the Bishops in pos- 
session, of over-duty or over-pay. A smart but good-natured con- 
troversy is now carrying on in the reconciling pages of the Tatler, on 
the respective merits and defects of Tea and Coffee. The disputants 
are both men of mettle, and know how to handle their weapons 
skilfully; but when they have had their final ‘ say,’ the best resu!t 
we can anticipate is the partial conversion of both to the opinions 
of one another—a termination analogous to the judicious one of the 
Bishop. That one so keenly sensible to a fine relish as Philo-Tcha, 
should go out of the world without appreciating Coffee as it can be 
made, is not to be thought of with anything like resignation ; besides, 
the hidden things in politics and other pretensions, require all avail- 
able aids to be brought into operation. How then can Coffee be 
omitted— 


‘ Coffee, which makes the politician wise, 
And see through all things with his half-shut eyes.’ 
Nor can E. C. P.’s presence be spared from that most pleasurable 
of all circles, where 
* The bubbling and loud hissing urn 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups 
Which cheer but not inebriate, wait on each.’ 

We have two letters before us, which take this more enlarged 
view of the subject; the view, indeed, which appears to us most 
consistent with sound philosophy, embracing, as it does, the greatest 
happiness of the greatest number. One of them, De B., wisely 
observes—‘ Both beverages are good in their way, alike pleasant to 
the taste, and grateful to the stomach ’—but he rather illogically 
adds—* it is a waste of talent (of which both your correspondents 
betray a fair share) to devote it to such a subject, the public having 
no interest in the discussion” This is surely betraying the interest 
of the stomach with a vengeance; and forgetting that in well 
conducted discussions the collateral advantages,—precision of 
knowledge on the points in dispute, removal of errors, and the dif- 








fusion of useful information,—to say nothing of the peasure of con- 
templating skilful fencing—are objects not to be overlooked. Our 
other correspondent, whose letter follows these remarks, agrees with 

De B. in patronising both Tea and Coffee. We concur entirely 
with him on the utility of such coffee-houses as he alludes fto, and 
have been pleased to see them increasing in number and respecta- 
with him. Iam extremely sorry that so clever a writer should have 
taken such a dislike to Coffee, as his eloquence may have the effect 
of deterring persons from frequenting those places where it is sold : 
this would be a serious injury to society, as I believe the institution 
of Coffee-houses has been productive of the most beneficial results, 
and that we may ascribe to them much of the information and cor- 
rect tone of feeling which pervades the middle classes of the metro- 
polis. Before the establishment of these places of public resort, a 
sight of the periodical publications could only be obtained at inns 
or taverns, at which places habits of intemperance were too fre- 
quently contracted. I deem it the duty of every man who wishes 
well to his fellow-creatures, to encourage everything which may 
bility. The quality of the articles supplied at these places varies 
no doubt considerably, but where the best articles are furnished, 
there, we may suppose the visitors will be most numerous; and if 
anything pernicious is sold, there can be as little question that the 
discovery will soon be made, and the house so transgressing, for- 
saken. But assuming the professions of the coffee-house-keepers 
to be substantially fulfilled, it is certainly no small facility to the 
respectable and intelligent, though perhaps comparatively poor, 
man, to be able to go into a clean and neat room, pay his 2d. or 
3d. for Tea or Coffee, as he may please, and regale his mind at the 
same time with the news and literature—the ‘ Manna of the day. 


TO THE TATLER,. 
Coffee Te-cum. 

Sir,—I observe in your paper of this day, that Philo-Tcha has 
again displayed his wit and humour in defence of Tea. I cannot 
pretend to enter the lists with such a cunning master of fence as he 
is; but I would wish to say a few words in apology for the Arab 
berry, which he deems unfit even for the swinish multitude. I have 
been, am, and I believe ever shall be, a constant drinker of both 
beverages, and am therefore, perhaps, better able to appreciate their 
relative natures than an individual who considers one of them as a 
thing unclean. I must confess that Tea has a tendency to clear the 
intellect, and to produce, for a time, considerable exhiliration of 
spirits and refinement of fgeling; but these pleasant sensations are 
only of very short duration, and are succeeded by a langour which 
is very distressing. Strong and good Coffee will almost invariably 
raise the spirits, and produce all the pleasant effects of wine and 
opium, without the baneful consequences attendant upon either. 
I think Philo-Tcha must have been unfortunate in his Coffee- 
makers, or that, from some physical peculiarity, it does not agree 
conduce to their intellectual improvement, and to abstain from ren- 
dering unpopular whatever confers an advantage on the community. 
I am fully aware that these desultory remarks have no merit in 
themselves, but they may perhaps induce some individual to seek 
amusement where they may also find instruction. 

With every feeling of admiration for the talent and candour with 
which your paper is conducted, 

Believe me, 
Your humble servant, 


26 Dean street. E. P. T. 
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and meditated innumerable plans for my deliverance from this pain. 
ful state of obligation, unaccompanied by affection. The good 
Padre perceived my dejection, and guessed its cause; and when he 
questioned me upon the subject, I confessed all my thoughts, even 
to my desire for emancipation. He knew the most effectual way 
with me was to touch my heart, and therefore gave me a slight 
sketch of Walter Campbell’s life. ‘You think him your uncle,’ he 
began, ‘ he was nearer being your father, having in childhood been 
betrothed to his cousin, Helen Malcolm, your lady mother. Na- 
turally he holds women in contempt, unjustly so, I allow, since he 
overlooks their kindly natures, and the unwearied cares they bestow 
upon our helpless infancy, but his affection to your mother was 


lasting and excessive: he seemed to consider her heart and mind 
which Walter Campbell had marked out to be pursued in my cor- | an exception to the rest of her sex. I cannot enter into all the 


poreal education, directing Duncan to take me daily in the open air, | crye] details that separated them; it is sufficient for you to know 
on a little rough colt ; sometimes we would coax Padre Ferguson that during an absence of my patron’s, your mother gave her hand 
to be of our company, and dine in some delicious spot, under the | toa young and handsome Frenchman, and the nigged Walter Camp- 
promise of saying my lessons whilst there; but generally the book | bell suffered months of phrenzy on account of her breaking plight, 
was left at home, or neglected abroad, whiist I filled our emptied | I should have told you before, that the father of Walter had volun. 
basket with heaps of field flowers, to carry back to Justine. Oh! | tarily expatriated himself, and shared the fate of the unfortunate 
the wild laughter and delight of those days, and their blessed in- | Prince Charles Edward, in England, called the Pretender. 

fluence on my naturally sickly constitution, which was improved | 


MARGARET; OR THE DAUGHTER’S TRIAL. 
LETTER III. 
From the Convent of ——-——, near Paris, 1814. 
Arrer the funeral, Walter returned not to the chateau, but sent 
the Padre Ferguson, who had been educated at the Scotch College, 
in Rome, as chaplain and my tutor, and Duncan, his clansman and 
military valet, as gardener, factotum, and my play-mate. The for- 
mer was a dear, kind old soul, who sat about teaching me Latin, 
Italian, and Mathematics ; he would have added the Erse language, 
and Greek, and Algebra, but that I made such slow progress in the 
former, as to dishearten him; this was greatly owing to the plan 





Your mother’s husband did not deserve the treasure of which he 
and strengthened to a degree capable of enduring fatigue and expo- | had bereaved another—volatile and dissipated—domestic pleasures 


sure to a variety of weather, whilst my mind, even when suffering | had no charms for him; he might love with passion, but unaccom- 
under disease or sorrow, is enlivened and refreshed by a recurrence | panied with tenderness ; for on the eve of your birth he repaired to 
to nature’s beauties. Justine would fain have taught me the mys- | js regiment, from whence he never returned. ‘ Is my father dead ? 


teries of the needle, but in this art, I should never attain to any | | exclaimed. ‘We know not,’ the Padre resumed, ‘ your mother 


degree of perfection, which I lament, as I think the more taste- heard but seldom from him, in answer to all her tender expostula- 
ful branches of needle-work become a woman well, especially | tions and entreaties for his return! since her death all enquiries 
in a wife and mother, which in due time I aspire to be. By | respecting him have ceased; Walter never names him; and as the 
degrees my mind awakened to the pleasures of study, and Padre bequest of your mother, I am convinced he would not yield you to 
Ferguson could scarcely feel more eagerness to teach than I to him, even were he to claim you. Wait patiently therefore my child, 
learn, Our library contained an odd melange of classics, commen. | your affection and good qualities must ultimately touch his noble 


taries, romances, and poems—lI read them all; [ will not sayin pature, and repay him for the sufferings he has undergone. In the 


meanwhile, set your mind at rest, on the score of pecuniary obli- 
gations, which to a proud mind, like your’s, Margaret, is most irk- 


proper order, or with much profit, but with infinite delight, and 
something, I trust, of their essence still remains ; but to the sensi- 


Ps | 
ble conversation of my dear tutor, and the wild legends of good old | some; this chateau, with the adjoining farm, is yours; it was a 


marriage gift, presented to your mother, by her husband’s father, 
it is more than sufficient for all your wants, and the superfluity has 


‘ . ! 
Duncan, I am still more indebted ; the former gave me just ideas of | 
that world I might some day mix in; the latter a taste for the | 
romantic, which will keep me ever above the mean and sordid. 


added to the comforts of your protector, by affording him an op- 
portunity of placing his faithful veterans, Duncan and myself, ina 
pleasant asylum for our old age. I kissed the good old Padre’s 


forehead for his intelligence, and having now a clue to my guard- 


Thus passed my time until I had completed my 12th year, when | 
Walter Campbell came to live with us: though I had not seen him | 
since I became entirely an orphan, I had not ceased to venerate his | 


idea, more especially as all I heard of him from my tutor and | jan’s mind, I could account for many of his moody words and looks, 


Duncan, was.in the highest strain of encomium and affection ; yet I | which before I had attributed to brutality or ill-temper. Yet still 


gathered from their conversation that he was unhappy, and had a) months passed on, and 1 were no way in his regard. Winter came, 


emote perception that I was in some measure implicated in the | and drew our family circle closer; in the morning I regularly pur- 


| 
cause ; from Justine’s occasional expressions I comprehended also | sued my studies, in the Padre’s room, and in the evening, when he 


that he was my only friend, that to him alone I was indebted for the | and Walter played at chess, or read and discussed some favourite 


very means of support, and all the blessings of ease and education. | author; as I was no necdle-woman, I likewise had recourse to a 


When, therefore, I met him, instead of running into his arms with | book in all their discourses, whether relative to a classical or histo- 


all the frankness and affection of my nature, the remembrance of | rical subject. Walter constantly avoided all the Padre’s attempts 


my mother, of my obligations to him, and his unhappiness, came | to draw me forth and make me a party in their conversation. Yet 
I was not an inattentive auditress, I merely held the book before 


my face; whilst not unfrequently my pencil took notes of the new 


over me with a dreadful oppression, and I sank on my knees before | 
him. ‘ What ails the girl,’ he exclaimed, ‘ I had hoped a different | 
effect, from the education I planned for her, bodily and mental. | 


observations and acute remarks I heard. One evening their dis- 
Go, child, to Justine, she will console you with bonhons.’—I left the 


course was of ‘ Bacon’s Essay upon Cunning,’ they could not 
room immediately—not certainly to seck Justine ;—alone, T aban- | agree in their quotation of a passage, and the Padre referred to me ; 
doned myself to despair, that I had appeared unamiable in the eyes | Walter’s eyes glanced contemptuously towards me, I presented the 
of him I so much desired to please ; unfortunately this very despair | book I was reading open, at the very passage, to him. ‘ What is 
prevented any exertion of what little talent I possessed likely to | the use Padre,’ said he, peevishly, ‘ of suffering women to read 
win his regard: in his presence I immediately became constrained | such authors as these, the essence can never be extracted by them, 
and awkward, consequently, and notwithstanding all the praises of | it were better to select those that would at least humanize the soul, 
good Padre and kind Duncan, he attributed my reserve to a mean- | for a cold woman is an anomaly in nature.” My heart was ready 
ness and coldness of disposition; and by the time my pride and | ¢4 burst, yet my cheek flushed, and my voice trembled but little, 
affection had conquered my timidity, he had ceased to notice me | whilst I said, ‘ You have a great contempt for women, uncle, yet I 
altogether, or merely as an insignificant child. This conduct lasted | understand your favourite horse and hound are both of the femi- 
for months, until I felt myself the injured party, and notwithstand- | nine gender.’ 


ing all his benefits, began to dislike him. I pined for independence, (To be continued.) 
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SELF-TAUGHT GENIUS. 


Genius is peculiar to no clime, no class, no sex. Nature, more 
impartial than we are willing to believe, has dropped the gem in the 
east and the west, in the north and the south, and the mechanic 
has found it more often than the monarch. Man, in his unwise, 
unjust combinations, has appropriated wealth and power to peculiar 
classes; bat of mind, the greatest power of all, there can be no 
monopoly. It is so superior to the contingencies of fortune, that 
her out-casts, rather than her favourites, have been distinguished 
by it. The invigorating air of energy and independence, as neces- 
sary to its existence as atmospheric air to animal life, seldom cir- 
culates in the halls of luxury, or around the board at which servility 
ministers ; but continually in the home of the poor and industrious 
man, whose moral energies, and thence by a natural consequence 
his intellectual energies, are awakened by his moral affections. 
Everything the mere offspring of self-love is stunted and dwarfed ; | 
and if there be people that more than others move merely upon 

that axle-tree, it is those that in conventional language are called | 


| 
the great. | 


The history of self-educated Genius would be the most interest- | 
ing, the most pregnant with instruction, that could be penned. The 
moral Hannibals that have cut their way across the Alps of moral 
difficulties are the true heroes: their history asks such a chronicler | 
as it might find in him that was once the wizard of the North, and | 
who, if he has dropped the magician’s mask, still waves his wand. 
D’Israeli has touched the subject, and it has been visited, as have 
the ruins of beautiful and desolated Greece, by those whose kindred 
sympathy it could not but awaken; but these have been content, | 
like all mere visitors, to give a tear or a sigh—to inscribe their 
names upon some broken arch or prostrate pillar: we want some | 





one to erect a monument, that like that column raised to the heroes 
of Thermopylz, may be inscribed with a// the names sacred to the 
true nobility of human nature. Every science, every art, every 
profession has found an annalist ; amid these, it is true, the orphans 
of Genius have found mention, because in every sphere of talent 
they are known ; but the separate rays and solitary gems ought to 
be drawn together, and form a constellation in the world of biogra- 
phy, which might be to the unsolaced, unfriended scholar, what the 
polar star is ta the mariner. 

Universal cultivation will forbid the world losing, as heretofore, 
so much of the rough ore of native talent. There is a change upon 





the spirit of the times, that promises to place things more according 
‘to their true standard. Moral greatness 7ri// rise to its due eleva- 


tion, as certainly as the finer parts of air: physical force and political | 
| propriety of expression. It is one of the wonders of 1830-31 that 


power must bow to it; once in action, it is resistless as steam, 


and not to be kept down, though pressed by the weight that presses! : : 
‘interests than Mr Hunt.—Dr Lardner’s Cabinet Library, Life and 


Atlas. Against this power the artificial embankment of society, as 


it now stands, will avail nothing; like the inundations of the Nile, | 


it will sweep away all traces of the boundary lines of demarkation, 
but like that, too, it will pay back, in universal and abundant fertility 
to the many, more than the narrow system of exclusiveness ever 


gave to the few. M. L. G. 








THE BATTLE. 


The trumpets had sounded, the cymbals had rung, 

The Paynim his war-song had fearlessly sung, 

When up rose the Christian with shield and with lance; 
The Paynim then trembled ’neath that eagle-glance. 
The proud warriors they met :—the rude din of war 


Arose to the heavens,—was echo’d afar. 


The vulture that waited to feast on the dead, 
Wide ope’d his dark pinions, and loud screaming, fled. 
Then lances were shiver’d, then heart’s-blood was spilt :— 
The sword and the dagger were thrust to the hilt. 
But mark ! the wild tempest is lulling to rest, 

_ Like the souls of the slain in Paradise blest. 


No longer the clarions send forth their harsh clang, 
Now sheath’d is the good blade that on the helm rang, 
The warrior is lifeless and welt’ring in gore— 
All is still as the tomb—the battle is o’er ! 
R.S, T. 








SONNET. 


To the Memory of Pestalozzi, whose humane aud excellent system of 
education cannot be too highly appreciated, nor too closely followed. 
If mortal words may reach the soul above, 
Thou oft wilt hear the aged blessing ¢hee, 
As wax their sons in wisdom and in love, 
Like goodly plants around the parent tree. 
Who hath not seen fair promises in youth, 
By too much rigour blasted ; virtue, truth, 
And courage sapp’d; and manly pride debased ? 
An op’ning flower is delicate ; to rear 
The tender mind, demands an equal care ; 
Before it Life’s pure mirrors should be placed, 
Where worth, and glorious character appear : 
So graving thoughts, which cannot be effaced. 
To contemplate his fruitful work, one day, 
Shall well the Master’s zealous care repay !' 
March 5th, 1832. C. H. 











_ MISCELLANIES. 


Piry.—Why are kings without pity for their subjects? Because 
they never expect to be subjects.—Why are the rich so hard-hearted 
to the poor? Because they have no apprehensions of becoming 
so.— Why have the nobility such a contempt for the rest of the 
nation? Because a nobleman can never be a plebeian.—Why are 
the Turks more humane and hospitable than we? Because in their 
government, entirely arbitrary, the greatness and fortune of particu- 
lars being always precarious and uncertain, they do not regard dis- 
grace and misery as a state foreign to them: each may be to morrow 
in the same situation with him they assist to-day.— Rousseau. 


Cossutr anD Hunt.—Cobbett and Hunt have been perpetually 
named together. It is an absurd though established association. 
Cobbett is an English classic; a political writer, able and original as 
Swift. Hunt has no political knowledge, no intuitive political 
sagacity, no eloquence, no excitement even. He merely talks 
shrewd common-places in the vocabulary of the vulgar. No one 
can have observed the working people, individually or collectively, 
in London, Birmingham, or Manchester, without witnessing men in 
jackets or their shirt sleeves discussing trade and politics with the 
aptness of experience and reflection, and a simple and scientific 


they could find no fitter representative of their intelligence and 


Reign of George IV. Vol. 111. 


| Anecpore.—The following curious anecdote is related of Mary, 
Countess of Orkney, who died not long since, aged 76:—She was 
| deaf and dumb, and married in 1753, by signs. She lived with her 
| husband, who was also her first cousin, at his seat, Rostellan, on 
the harbour of Cork. Shortly after the birth of her first child— 
the lady is deceased—the nurse, with considerable astonishment, 
| saw the mother cautiously approach the cradle in which the infant 
was sleeping, evidently full of some deep design. The Countess 
having perfectly assured herself that the child really slept, took out 
a large stone, which she had concealed under her shawl, and to the 
horror of the nurse, who like all persons of the lowest order in her 
country, indeed in most countries, was fully impressed with an idea 
of the peculiar cunning and malignity of ‘ dumbies,’ seized it with an 
intent to fling it down vehemently. Before the nurse could inter- 
pose, the Countess had flung the stone—not however, as the ser- 
vant had apprehended, at the child, but on the floor, where, of 
course, it made a great noise. The child immediately awoke and 
cried. The Countess, who had looked with maternal eagerness to 
the result of her experiment, fell on her knees in a transport of 
joy. She had discovered that her child possessed the sense which 
was wanting in herself. She exhibited on many other occasions 
similar proofs of intelligence, but none so interesting. — Yor 
| Courant. 
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WINE PROMENADE. 
GRAY’S-INN ESTABLISHMENT, for the SALE of GE- 
NUINE WINE, 23 High Holborn,—The patronage which 
the public has so liberally bestowed on this establishment ren- 
dered it necessary for the proprietor to make stil] further ad- 
dition thereto—the alterations are now completed. To those 
gentlemen who have so strongly manifested their approbation 
of the system of order and cleanliness adopted in these 
premises, by the introduction of ladies to view them, and to 
those ladies whose kind approbation has stimalated the 
proprietor to still farther exertions, he returns his sincere 
thanks, and respectfully invites them. to a re-inspection now 
they are ready for their reception, The vauitage, which és 
entirely lighted with gas, forms a promenade extending to 
168 feet in length, with nests and ranges of bins filled with 
WINES of the most costly and superior cescription, and form- 
ing one of the greatest curiosities in London connected with 
the wine trade. Ports, from 3 to 12 years in bottle, at 36s., 
42s., 488., and.56s.: fine old Sherries, 36s., 42s., 48s., and 54s, 





TATTLE. 


Francis THe First.—Miss Fanny Kemble’s 
tragedy is announced for representation on the 
15th instant; and on the same day it is to be 
published. 

Music.—Mr Adams’s concluding lecture at 
the Western Institution, takes place this even- 
ing. Handel will be the principal subject. 

Genuine Criticism; oR A CLIMAX TURNED 
Topsy-TURVY.—One evening last Haymarket 
season, Mr Kean was taken seriously ill during 
the performance of Hamlet, and Mr Cooper, at 
the solicitation of the manager, consented to 
go through the remainder of the part. Kean’s 
acting, notwithstanding the betrayal of great 
physical weakness, was admirable in point of 
feeling and conception. 
was highly respectable, but he would be the 
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'to the author of ‘Le Roi d’Yvetot.’ 


Cooper’s performance | 


first to admit its inferiority to Kean’s. How- 
ever, that was not the universal opinion, for a 
lady who sat before me, observed to another in 
the box (there was a party from the country), 
that Cooper was certainly better than Kean, 
but that even he was nothing to what was to 
be seen in the country. 


in a number of the Quarterly Review recently 
published, that the best songs of Béranger (the 
most complete chausonnier of modern France, 
or of modern Europe, since the death of Burns) 
are those which are tinged with personality,— 
whether of a-satirical or laudatory kind. It is 
singular, and singularly unfortunate, to how 
many geniuses of the age the same comment 
may apply. How many men of talent have 
sparkled of late years amid the personalities of 
the Reviews, who will not bequeath a single 
original work to posterity !—and how much of 
the eloquence of our modern Senate depends 
on those personal allusions, those whips and 
scorns, which a political antagonist is com- 
pelled to endure unwincing ? Several periodi- 
cals maintain their popularity by the unsparing 
use of proper names, combined with consider- 
able literary merit; and from ‘ The man of the 
Times,’ down to Signor Paulo in his motley, 
most of the distinguished personages of the 
day may be said to emulate the trait ascribed 
Lord 
Byron described his times as ‘The age of 
Cant.’ {We are inclined to define our own 
‘ The age of personality.’ 


nae 
A Dry ReJomnper.—You are very wet, sa* 
? 


C. Kemble, sympathisingly to a post 

= a -. through a shower of vain ee 
ir,’ replied Pat, touching his hat sign ifica n 

‘I am very. dry.’—Globe. s . ty, 
Not a Hanpsome Likeness.—Whi 

a strong tendency to debase all those Mp 


| dle with it i 
Tue AGE or Personatity —It is remarked | with it, by forcing them to enact a cons 


lie.—to put on the appearance of liberality, fo 
the purpose of more effectually deceiving of 
picking the pocket of the public under the 
mask of friendship, in lieu of openly robbing jt 
: violence on the highway, after the appebeed 

ory fashion. — From a Correspondent—Jy. 
VENAL. 


_ STUDIES NOT SO DRY AS THKY SEEM.—There 
is no one study that is not capable of delight. 
ing us, after a little application to it. Hoy 
true, of even so dry a study as antiquities? 
Yes, I have experienced that myself, I once 
got deep into Graevius, and was taken great| 
with it; so far as to write a treatise in Latin 
collected from the writers in Greevius, oy the 
old buildings in Rome. ; 


JUDGMENTS OF THE MaJoRITY.—The mass 
of mankind are generally right in their judg. 
ments, at least they have a very good mediocre 
taste. As to higher things, it requires pains to 
distinguish justly: they are not fit for the 
crowd ; and even to offer such to them, is giy. 
ing caviare to the multitude—Pope—[Tom 
Paine used to say (but he had the collective 
wisdom in view) that he should like all ques. 
tions decided by the minority; and Windham 
on some one wishing to take the sense of the 
House upon a question, suggested, that if num. 





bers were wanted, it would be better to take 
the non-sense.] 





TMmEATRICALS FOR THIS EVENING. 


Time at which the Performances Commence —At Drury-lane—Covent-Garden—Olympic—C ity—7 o’ Clock.—Queen’s—Adelphi—New Strand Theatre— Quarter before Seven.— 
Surrey—Sadler’s Wells—Half-past Six.——Coburg—Quarter past Six.— The doors are opened half an hour before the time of commencing. 


DRURY LANE. 


Mr D.Jerrowp’s Domestic Drama, entitled 
The Rent Day. 
In the course of which will be realized the subjects 
of the popular Engravings after Wilkie ;—viz. 
‘ The Rent Day,’ and ‘ Distraining for Rent.’ 
Rachel Heywood, Miss Phillips. 
Polly Briggs, Mis Humby. 
Grantley, Mr Brindal. Old Crumbs, Mr Younge. 
Martin Heywood, Mr Wallack. 
Toby Heywood, Mr Cooper. Bullfrog, Mr Harley. 
Silver Jack, Mr H. Wallack. 
Hyssop, Mr Bedford. Beanstalk, Mr Hughes. 
Stephen, Mr Salter. Burly, Mr Hatton. 


After which, Anne's Opera of 
Artaxerxes. 
Mandane, Mrs Wood. Semira, Miss Russell. 
Artaxerxes, Miss Pearson. Artabanes, Mr Wood. 
Arbaces, Mr Templeton. Rimenes, Mr Yarnold. 





To conclude with the Musical Piece, called 
The Illustrious Stranger. 
Irza. Miss Gordon. Fatima, Miss Faucit. 
Aboulifar, Mr Thompson. Arzan, Mr Yarnold. 
Alibajou, Mr Perry. Bowbell, Mr Harley. 
Gimbo, Mr J. Russell. 

To-morrow, A Grand Selection of Modern Music. 
Saturday, The Rent Day ; and The Demon, 
Monday, The Rent Day ; and The Demon. 

Tuesdvy, Der Alchymist.} 





COBURG. 


: For the Benefit of Miss Smithson. 

A Drama, founded on 
Venice Preserved. 
Belvidera, Miss Smithson. 

Jaffier, Mr Serle. Pierre, Mr Gray. 
To which will be added, 

The Wedding Day. 

Lady Contest, Miss Smithson. 

Sir Adam Contest, Mr Davidge. 

To conclude with a popular Melo-Drama, called 
Inkeeper’s- Daughter. 
Mary, Miss Smithson. Richard, Mr Serle. 

















COVENT GARDEN. 


SnHakspeare’s Comedy of 
Much Ado About 
Nothing. 
Hero, Miss Taylor. Beatrice, Miss F. Kemble. 
Don Pedro, MrG. Bennett. 
Don John, Mr Diddear. Claudio, Mr Abbott. 
Benedick, Mr C. Kemble. 
Leonato, Mr Warde. Antonio, Mr Bartley. 
Dogberry, Mr Meadows. 
Friar, Mr Evans. Verges, Mr Keeley. 





After which, Mozarr’s Opera of 
The Marriage of Figaro. 


Countess Almaviva, Miss Inverarity. 
Susanna, Miss Shirreff. | Cherubino, Miss Taylor. 
Connt Almaviva, Mr Wrench. 

Fiorello, Mr Duruset. Figaro, Mr G. Penson. 
Antonio, Mr Bartley. Basil, Mr Morley. 





To morrow, No performance, 
Saturday, Born to Good Luck. 








ROYAL OLYMPIC. 


Mr H. Paywe’s New Burletta, entitled 
Woman’s Revenge. 
Miss Flashington, Mrs Glover. 
Fag, Mr J. Vining. 
After which, Mr H. Bayty’s New Burletta, eabled 
My Eleventh Day. 
Mrs Long Singleton, Madame Vestris. 
Mr Long Singleton, Mr Liston 
To which will be added, Mr C. Dance’s Burletta, of 
He’s Not A-miss! 
Mrs Prettyman, Mrs Glover. 
Price Prettyman, Mr Lision. 
To conclude with the Burlesque Burletta, by Messrs 
Prancne and C. Dance, of 
Olympic Devils! 


Orpheus, Madame Vestris, 
Eurydice, Miss Forde. 





ADELPHI. 


Mr Buckstone's Domestic Drama, entitled 
The Forgery. 

The principal Characters by Mrs Yates, Mrs Daly, 
Miss Daly. Messrs Yates, J. Reeve, Buckstone, 
Hemmings, Gallot, and O. Smith. 

After which, 





_ Was I to Blame? 
The Characters by Mrs Yates, Mr Yates and Mr 
Hemmings. 


To conclude with a Burletta, entitled 
The Devil’s Son. 
Isabella, Miss Daly. Pauline, Mrs Fitzwilliam: 
Robert, Mr Hemmings. jBertram, Mr Gallot. 
Raimbant, Mr J. Reeve. 


SURREY. 


A Burletta, founded on 
Catherine and Petruchio. 
Catherine, by a Young Lady. 
Petruchio, Mr Osbaldiston. 

After which, 
William Tell. 
William Tell, Mr Osbaldiston. 


To conclude with a Domestic Drama, entitled 
Paul, the Poacher! 
Margaret Copsley, Mrs W., West. 
Paul Copsley, Mr Elton. 














NEW STRAND THEATRE. 
A New Drama, called 
|The Home of the Brave. 
| Bella Shandy, Mrs Waylett. — Dolly, Mrs Rayner. 
Andrew Heckwondwite, Mr Rayner. 

After which, a Burletta, called 
How Many Wives has He? 
Miss Thompson, Miss Ferguson. 

To which will be added. a Comic Burletta, entitled 
The Four Sisters. 
Caroline Merton, Diana, Eugenia, and Ellen, 
Mrs Waylett. 

To conclude with a New Farcical Burletta, called 


The Automaton. 
Sophia, Miss Ferguson. Stephen, Mr Rayner. 


| 








Published by R. Seton, 
are to be addressed) ; sold by 
vender, Birchin lane ; 
Theatrical Agent, 10 Broad court, Long Acre ; 


NWHYN, 4 Catherine street, Strand ; 
CLARKE, 21 Finch lane, Cornhill ; 
TowLinson, Library, Great Newport street; 


STRANGE, Paternoster rw; WaTLinc, 409 Strand; 


D. Hitton, 8 Penton street, Pentonville ; and by all Booksellers and Newsmen. 
ADVERTISEMENTS received at the Office, 2% Brydges street ; and by Mesers C. and W. REYNELL, at the Printing Office, 45 Broad strect, Goldem square. 


Haunts, Bow street ; 


4 


at the Tatler Office, 26 Brydges Street, Covent Gardeny (to whom all books, and communications for the Editer 
at Fees’ Library, Old Bond street; by CHarpret; Witson, Royal Exchange; THomas, Newe 


BucKNALL, 2 Kingstreet, Covent Garden: Toxnous, 


T. TigsRNAY, 74 Drury lave, Coraer of Russeli cvurt; 











